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Ribbons in the Sun 

RIBBONS IN THE SUN 

I 

The flowers are growing, 
And every day I see them. 
My heart is growing. 
Like the chimney I see a lot of smoke; 
I bet it's hot in the house. 
I know I see you. 

Musical day, music is going to be at the f air 
With Masquerinis in it, 
And lots of people at the jostra; 
The people sit in it. 

More I see is flowers 
The pictures all around the house. 
It's Christmas tonight, 
And won't I be dressed, though, pretty? 
And happy days will come around 
Through one week. 

II 
The moon I see 
And how pretty the trees are growing. 
One man was walking along the beach 
He was lovely dressed in a beautiful, beautiful trouser-suit, 
Roses on where the buttons come. 
Flowers all around in one big circle 
People sat on chairs-and a bon-fire 

How pretty the moon is tonight! 
And happy days I see. 
Pictures all around the house 
And I am dressed the prettiest way. 
My mother's got a blue and white sashed dress, 
And she looks lovely. 
My friends all have pink dresses with pink sashes, 
And the men are all dressed 
Ir. black suits. 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

III 
How beautiful the Lake is! 
Blue lake, 
And pretty sunset 
Shining out, 
And pretty trees all around 
That are green. 

IV 
I am singing to thank you, Jesus Christ, 
For all the lovely things you did for us, 
For all the clothes and things, 
And all the good fathers and mothers. 

V-[ Written Oct. i5th, I9I4] 

War 
The war kills little children always 
Who started the war did not care. 
I think if I was the man that started the war 
I think that I never would have started it into such a war 
To kill poor little children. 

How They Burned Houses Dovmn 
They make all feel sorry, 
And hope to send enough for them 
To make them live again and not to die 
They want warm, they want to be hot. 
They make all cry for they burn houses 
When they started I was not uncertain what they would do, 
I knew they would hurt my whole heart. 

Breaking Down Beautiful Churches 
I never wished that they were broken 

When so many men took all their time to make them beautiful. 
Now they are down and will never be beautiful again. 
Make them stop! They ought to be careful where they are 

dropping bombs. 
If they drop another bomb on a beautiful place like this, 
They will make me cry for years and years. 

Alice Oliver Henderson 
[196] 
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